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  Authors note




  




  This short story is the first in a series about the early life of Trixie Pug, who by the year 3333 and 1/3 will rise to become the second most powerful CEO amongst galaxy-spanning fast food corporations that have the galaxy gripped tightly in their greasy fingers. And where she who's the fattest wins!
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  Round Up at The Burger Bar:


  The Legend Of Trixie Pug - Part 1




  by




  Russ Crossley




  




  Eating anything deep fried is better than not eating at all.




  — Deep-Fry McChuckle, Official Mascot of Heavenly Sky Burger, speaking at the grand opening of outlet number 3,343,0001




  




  Trixie Aioli pushed the mop once across the gray tiled floor and stopped. Sweat poured off her shiny forehead into her eyes stinging them something terrible. She blinked repeatedly as she collapsed into her hover chair.




  She sighed with relief as the automated body contour function enveloped her tired, ponderous frame. One more swipe of the floor and she knew she’d die of exhaustion. So far she'd only pushed the mop once, but once was more than a normal human being could handle. It begged the question, “Why do we have robots and aliens?” To do the manual labor of course!




  Why did Mr. Pickles-On-The-Side have to pick on her all the time? She wasn't the one who swapped out the condiment bar with pizza toppings, and it wasn't her who filled the dumpster, out back of the Heavenly Sky Burger outlet, with used pizza take-out boxes.




  She'd long suspected Kelp Shaker was behind these pranks, and sensed he was setting her up to take a fall. The guy was a real butt kisser who'd made it clear he hated Trixie. If she didn't fight back soon she'd lose this job, and with it any chance of taking control of this burger empire.




  Ever since she'd graduated from Burger University with a degree in Restaurant Domination and Market Saturation (with a minor in Employee Subjugation) she'd been planning to out-scratch, out-claw, out-crawl, and out-eat her way up the corporate ranks until she had gathered her forces to launch a totally hostile take over. No small order fries like Pickles-On-The-Side or Kelp Shaker were going to stand in her way.




  




  Kelp had to go, along with his grease-stained shadow. And I'm just the woman to take him down.




  Her breathing came in ragged gasps, and her heart beat hard in her chest. That is if I don't die of a heart attack first. She pulled a disposable handkerchief out of her one-size-fits-all-no-matter-how-big-you-are baby-blue jumpsuit pocket with her sausage -sized digits (something she was very proud of) and used it to wipe her forehead of streams of sweat.




  It was a good thing the chair had a built-in Heart Attack Safety System (patent pending since 2895.6). Trixie was certain with HASS installed she'd live to a ripe old age of two hundred and fifty just like everyone else. Provided she didn't have to mop the floor too often.




  Mr. Pickles-On-The-Side appeared in his hover chair from around the wall that separated the storeroom from the hallway. His office was located midway down the hall separating the trash launch disposal system at the back of the restaurant from the kitchen at the other end. Garbage in, garbage out, and rocketed into space. The circle of fast food life.




  Pickles-On-The-Side, a hugely handsome man that spilled over the arms of his hover chair with black greasy hair and little black pig-like eyes, was glaring at her. "Done yet?" he said in his reedy voice. Pickles-On-The-Side had been manager at this outlet for fifty-two years.




  She dropped the soaking handkerchief into a disposal can where it was vaporized.




  She had no idea how the can worked, only that the handkerchief disappeared. A good thing. It had often occurred to her someone should invent a larger disposal can and save the trouble of launching the trash into space. Not my job. "Yes, sir, I made the daily swipe with the mop just as you instructed, sir."




  Pickles-On-The-Side's heavy jowls relaxed and his beady eyes, as black as onyx, softened. Trixie had always thought of him as such a handsome man, though he was too old for her, and he was married to a burger cook in store number 47,000A.
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